stood in one corner. This chair, with its back of
warm-toned wood, and an oval of tapestry-work, this
chair . . . Fran9ois sat down, passed a hand across his
forehead,  and looked at the delicately modelled,
narrow, staircase which swept in a light subtle curve
to an end just in front of him. He had a vision of
himself climbing it, with bare and bleeding feet and
torn breeches, a small, unhappy Fran?ois, with a
narrow stubborn brow, sunken temples, and eyes
innocent and harmless but already clouded with the
mists of soljtude. He got to his feet, recoiling from
the ghost which was climbing the stairs with that
terrible step of memory which he alone could hear.
Utter silence filled the house. It was like suspended
breathing, like a faint and flickering light touching
momentarily the objects in its course. Through a
small window cut in the staircase wall daylight showed,
distant and precious, an oblique shaft of brightness
which welled into the dark corners. It seemed to
Fran9ois that life was stirring again like breath restored
to human lungs. Someone was waiting expectantly for
his two hands which were groping their way along
the walls, for his two hands on the latch of a door:
someone was waiting, and now, at last, he had come.
A woman: Claire, wrapped in a dressing-gown.
She was sitting, quite still, with her head in her
hands, beside a desk.
"Mademoiselle Claire!"

She raised her face which distress had thinned to
a point. She seemed to belong to another world. Her
eyes, in which there was no sign of fear, were staring
beyond him.
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